Chandrama
Tel! me Chandra, what thou art - pray te'! ms :
The silver symphonies over the sleeping earth
Thou nightly spreadest; all crystalline lakes
And rippling streams blend their murmering notes
To thy soft enchantment and magic subtlety.
Whi'e Zephyr's whispering songs are the boats
In which thy choir sails; we, charmed snakes,
Dance to thy music in ecstatic mirth
And speechless rapture. Pray tell me,
Tell me Chandra, what thou art; pray tell me.
A marble bark upon the heaven's azure brine-
Sauntering stately through white-blue cloudwaves?
Art thou bound to the All Eternal Caves?
And art thou going, Sashi, to play hide and seek
With the sea-nymphs amidst the ocean waves ?
Or dost thou wander on moon-stone mansions
Whereon some lonely love-sick maiden raves/
To kiss off the sweet nectar of her cheek ?
0 heavenly pilgrim, which is the shrine
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